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approaching the door. Then I heard a click as the
door opened. I heard the stamp of his feet as he sprang
to attention. I heard two people, two people, walk into
my cell/'

His voice had sunk to a hoarse whisper, and his hands
were clenched together.

" Then I heard one of them say, ' Quelle jolie buste
dfouetter!' "

I started. The whole timbre of his voice had changed.
The accent was so perfect and vivid that for a moment
I thought I recognized the voice.

" What a nice body to beat! " he repeated. " Then
I heard the whistle of the whip as it screamed down on
my naked body, and my flesh was seared with pain. I
tried not to cry out, but the anguish was terrible as he
lashed into me. Then suddenly as the fresh bars of
pain pierced me and I felt the blood trickling down my
sides, I thought, ' This is how the poor horse feels when
his flanks are slashed by the driver. My body is
quivering like his. Blood is oozing from me as I have
seen it from him/ Then I must have lost consciousness,
for when I woke up sticky with blood I was alone.

"I could recognize the voice of the man who beat
me. The other man never spoke. The soldier told me
it was an English officer, but I think he said that because
he knew I liked the English. But I'm never sure. I'm
never sure/'

He gulped down his brandy.   " If you'll excuse me.
I feel rather ill.   I think I should go home," he said
thickly.
- We got up.   He stood trembling by the table.

" After a bit they got tired of beating me about, and
I was released. I returned to Damascus." He was still
staring at the whip.